Lay by your beauty, lay your youth aside,
lay by the gifts that high Olympus lavished,
the dowered mind, the eyes where dawn is ravished,
the voice of Juno, and her body's pride.
Do this, and I, no longer crucified
by the exceeding grace that I have cherished
with such a fury that my senses perished,
will sink to silence in love's eventide*
But till these things befall, be not disdainful
if, when I do but touch your hand, distraught
my wits to passion and despair surrender*
Madam, believe me, hopeless love is painful,
and therefore let to rage succeed the thought:
" 'Though his the fault, my beauty's the offender/'